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business in the sale of our auxiliary five-gallon tins of petrol
for $10 apiece. The petrol was for use, the tins for souvenirs.
Souvenir-hunters cut the airship's envelope to ribbons, but it was
Italy's loss now, not ours. While waiting for the first boat of spring,
to keep up interest in ourselves pending our arrival in the States,
we sent to the Times stories about anything that interested us. I
even visited several mining camps near Nome and telegraphed
descriptions of them.
The day came when the old s.s. Victoria sailed with all of us on
board, including the Italians, who had now boxed the Norge and
turned it over to a shipping company. On the voyage down
Amundsen busied himself with the lecture he was to start deliver-
ing almost as soon as he reached the East. We expected to create
a little stir in Seattle, but were not prepared for the vociferous wel-
come we received. The harbour was black with launches jammed
to the gunwales with cheering men, women, and children.
It was all very flattering and also somewhat perplexing, since
when Amundsen and I stepped to the rail to acknowledge the
applause, nobody seemed to notice us. Also we became aware that
the cries from below were in a foreign tongue. Seattle's whole Italian
colony had come out to greet its heroic compatriots.
But still the mystery was not entirely solved. The bravos from the
launches came hi periodic waves. Casting our eyes upward at the
bridge, we were stunned by the answer. Nobile stood there, Titina
at his feet barking with excitement. But it was a different Nobile.
Despite our agreement to carry no spare baggage in the Norge, in
his own duffel he had slipped the uniform of an Italian general of
the air. Now he was dressed in it, and every time he lifted his arm
in the Fascist salute, the huzzas rose from below.
There came a June evening. The place was Brooklyn. The
Academy of Music was crowded on the occasion of Amundsen's
first lecture on the flight of the Norge. I sat on the platform, and
the chairman introduced us together. It was my last official associa-
tion with Roald Amundsen.
Though our warm friendship continued, there was no need to
continue our partnership. He felt that he was finished with explora-
tion. "Aircraft has supplanted the dog," he wrote in his final book.
But flying, he once told me, wasn't his game—he was too old to

